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women to bring their laces here," she said. "That will
save you a ride. After all, it's twelve versts."
"Don't bother, dear," said the mother, hurrying to keep
up. The cold air refreshed her, and a vague resolution
was taking form within her. It grew slowly and uncer-
tainly, but there was promise in it, and in her desire to
spur it on she kept asking herself, "What shall I do? If I
make a clean breast of everything. ..."
The night was cold and damp. Unwinking reddish lights
glowed in the windows of the huts. The silence was broken
by the shouts of the shepherds and the drowsy lowing of
cattle. The village was wrapped in dark and brooding
meditation. "Here we are," said the girl. "It's a miser-
able place you've picked for a night's lodging—he's such
a poor muzhik."
She felt for the door and opened it.
"Aunt Tatyana!" she called boldly.
Then she ran away.
"Good-bye!" came her voice through the darkness.
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The mother went in and raised her hand to her eyes
to get a better glimpse of the hut. It was small, but she
was immediately struck by its cleanliness. A young wo-
man glanced out from behind the stove, nodded without
speaking, and disappeared again. A lamp was burning
on the table.
The owner of the hut was sitting at the table tapping
nervously with his fingers as he searched the mother's
eyes.
"Come in," he said after a while. "Tatyana, go call
Pyotr, and be quick about it."
The woman went out without looking at the mother,
who took a seat on a bench opposite the man and glanced
about. Her suitcase was nowhere to be seen. The hut was
filled with dreary silence, broken only by the occasional
sputtering of the lamp. She was vexed by the anxious,

